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One/One 


Author's Notes: 
This one is down to Fiendy-she gave me the bloody bunny, and wouldn\'t let the little bastard stay dead. 
Cheers mate.. | think! .) 


Also, watching the band goof off backstage last sunday night (damn, we had good seats!) helped kick it into 
gear. Enjoy! 


Spansex 


It had been such a good idea when they'd made the plans. Find the nearest small airfield to the gig, hire a plane 
and Bob's your uncle, they could miss out all that buggering about with tour buses and all that crap. Just a 
quick flight to the next destination and in their hotel before the sun came up for a proper amount of rest. 


Perfect! They had two pilots and could hire the odd extra one if they needed someone rated for a different 


type of aircraft, so what could possibly go wrong? 
Ha. 
The weather, that's what. 


Bruce glared at the fog bound airfield outside the window, and sighed. If it didn't lift soon they were going to be 


stuck here until morning; the plane was ready, fuelled, loaded. 

They just couldn't take off until the damn fog lifted. 

They'd all rung wives, girlfriends, kids and thus - as it will at moments like this - the conversation had turned 
to reminiscing about the past. He'd heard it all before and so Bruce ignored his friends, stared at the fog, and 
fretted. 

H was asleep, snoring quietly through his nose and dreaming of some hidden pool where the trout fell to his 
lures so fast he couldn't keep up. Davey wasn't far behind him, leaning on his shoulder, eyelids drooping as they 
waited in the barren little lounge. 


"Stop scratching yer bollocks, Bruce," grumbled Steve from his seat in the corner. Nicko barked one of his 
riotous laughs, waking H with a jump. 


"What?" asked Bruce, looking around. 


"Bollocks," Steve replied, cocking an eyebrow at him. "Leave ‘em alone. It's bad enough we're stuck here without 


watching you--" 
"They itch!" 
Davey snorted, and Bruce shot him the finger. 


"Remember how that bloody spandex used to make ‘em itch? Gawd, | thought I'd scratch ‘em right off 


sometimes. Every time you bloody moved it made it worse, and there you was prancing about --" 
Bruce snorted at Nicko, who grinned from where he sprawled in the only armchair. 
"Prancing? You were the one who had that natty little red zigzag number, | think" 


"Yeah, but you and Harry used to run about like bloody maniacs, sweating your bollocks off. And people used to 
wonder why Davey and H hid at the bloody back when you two got like that!" 


"Self preservation, mate," snorted H, cracking one eye open. He'd tried to go back to sleep, but wasn't getting 


very far. You tended not to, when Nicko was in one of his cheerful moods. 


"Then into the showers and damn, but it used to feel ‘kin good to have a damn good scratch--" 
Steve laughed at the ebullient drummer, casting his thoughts back. 
"It did used to bloody itch when it got hot, didn't it?" 


"It didn't help," said Bruce, turning away from the window and the persistent fog, "that you kept trying to nick 
my place at the front. That's why it's called being a frontman, you know." 


"Bollocks," grinned Steve, rolling his head against the back of the chair to eye Bruce where he paced behind 
him, "you loved it. All that chargin' about and contact and stuff. Like rugby to bloody music.” 


"You used to knock him halfway across the stage," chuckled Dave, "and god help H or | if we were in the way." 


"You needed eyes in your bloody backside, the speed Bruce moved," muttered H, looking at Janick. "At least he's 


slowing down now he's getting older." 


This comment brought a chorus of hoots from the band, Bruce sticking his tongue out at the guitarist with 
the wicked grin. 


"Good job Harry had his hands full with that bass," Nicko added, "or you two would have been wrestlin’. | dunno, 


leanin’ on each other like a couple of kids - and sliding around on all that sweat. Positively perverse, it was!" 


Bruce snorted and turned away, but not before he'd caught the speculative look Harry was giving him. Yeah, 
there used to be a hell of a lot of that - once. He couldn't remember the last time they'd done it, Powerslave 
tour, probably. Instead of slamming against each other they'd just ram their shoulders together and push, 
both so sweaty that they'd be sliding against each other, hair flying, sweat stinging their eyes; then he'd hook 


his chin over Harry's shoulder and grin. Inches away from the other's face, laughing like demons... 


And when he got a grin in return and a wiggle of a sweaty spandex clad arse against his groin he'd know it 


would be a quick shower and back to the hotel for a much longer session of-- 
"You're scratching your balls again, Bruce," said Janick with a grin 


The five men dissolved into laughter, Bruce just shaking his head and going to pound on the desk This was 
ridiculous; at this rate they'd be stuck here all night and he really didn't want to be thinking about the 
shenanigans he and Harry had got up to, back in the day. All that had stopped when things had started going 
sour between them, and since he'd been back.. well. Nothing like that these days - they were all respectable 
gents. 


More or less. 


He began to talk to the representative of the airport, making a manful effort to ignore the sniggering and 
banter behind him. 


"Yeah, and if it had been a really good night--" 


Bruce was arguing with the guy now, trying to keep his mind on weather reports and cold fronts while Nicko's 


voice rose above the hoots behind him. 

"-- if you'd both been having one of those shows where you'd been runnin’ about like monkeys on crack--" 
Please shut up Nicko. Fog wasn't going anywhere until at least daybreak and Nicko please shut up. 

"-- then whoever got the room next to yours had to hang on to their earplugs ‘cos--" 

The guy on the desk shot Bruce a sympathetic look and muttered something about finding them a hotel, then 
fled. For which, it had to be said, Bruce was extraordinarily grateful. Because he had no doubt that Nicko's next 
utterance was going to be pretty awful because-- 

"-- you two would be bloody banging like a shithouse door in the wind, wouldn't you?" 

Bingo. 


Four men almost fell from their seats, cackling like mad hyenas on acid, and Harry buried his face in his hands. 


"| do not believe you just said that, Nicko..." 
"Well it's true, innit? Lots of lovely young ladies and no wives in them days, eh boys?" 
Bruce snorted, and glared at his reflection in the polished wood of the service desk. Nice save there, Nick. 


The hooting had dropped down to mere hysteria by the time their rep returned, apologised for the delay then 
told them that there was a hotel nearby that had space.. it wasn't fancy but it was clean and even though it 
only had three rooms left maybe they would prefer to stay there rather than wait out the fog here? The 
young man looked sincere enough, and the thought of a few hours kip did sound good - even if the place was a 
rat infested fleapit it had to beat fidgeting on plastic chairs and just getting grumpier with each other, waiting 
for the banter to turn to bickering. 


Bruce eyed his bandmates, and sighed. Carryons and a cheap hotel it was, then And they'd even be sharing 
rooms again - it would, he thought sourly, be just like the old days. 


Great. 


~ Ke 


Bruce wasn't quick enough to get to the hotel's front desk first and so it was Nicko who doled out the room 
keys, having somehow charmed the blowsy matron who ran the place into giving them to him with nothing 
more than a smile and a scribbled signature in the register. She'd grumbled at their driver - the rep from the 
airstrip - and shaken her head, apparently ready to send them all back to the hell of plastic chairs and strip 
lights to wait for daylight and a break in the weather. Harry had begun to make unhappy noises in his throat, 
reminiscent of an angry dog when Nicko had stepped in and saved the day. Night. Whatever. 


He'd grabbed Janick to be his room mate, Bruce, he said, fidgeted, Harry talked in his sleep and as for the 
other two guitarists... 


Darkly hinting at forbidden nocturnal practices he dropped them a wink as he threw their key to H, and Davey 


snorted. 
"Fat fucking chance of that, Nick" 


"You never know your luck in a place like this, our Davey," he said as he dragged Janick up the stairs, the 


booming voice echoing along the stairwell, "you just never knows your luck." 


Janick's face wore an expression of near panic as it disappeared around the corner, pleading for assistance in 


escaping his fate. 

The others waved, and with a last twitch their companion vanished into the darkness. 

Davey and H trotted off with a cheerful wave, the argument over who was going to sleep on which side of the 
bed being cut off by the thump of their bedroom door closing. Bruce and Steve found themselves alone in the 
foyer, Bruce clutching the key and trying to avoid meeting the eye of his friend. The conversation back in the 
airport lounge had awakened a lot of old memories that, all things considered, he would much rather have 
stayed asleep. If not dead and buried. A long way down, in an unmarked grave-- 


"What's the matter with you?" 


Bruce shook his head, looked up with a half smile. He'd been staring at the key for the past few minutes, lost 
in thought; he hoisted his bag onto his shoulder, read the number on the tag, and dropped Steve a swift wink 


"Third floor. Come on" 


~ Ke 


"Well, at least there's two beds," said Janick, a certain amount of relief colouring his voice. 


"So there is. Which one d'you want, then? The one under the window - first one in the firing line if anyone 
breaks in that way - or by the door, where the burglar coming up the stairs can get you?" 


"Well aren't you just a little ray of sunshine." 


Nicko poked his head out of the tiny bathroom, and waved his toothbrush. "Just being realistic, me old son 
Strange town, dodgy little hotel. You never know." 


Janick swore, dumped his bag on the bed and paced the room. It was indeed a rather ramshackle lock on the 
door, and there didn't seem to be a lock on the window at all. Perhaps it was the lateness of the hour or the 
strangeness of the place, but he was beginning to feel rather nervous. 

"I tell you what we could do, though," said Nicko, reappearing with toothpaste suds on his chin, "we can push 
the beds together in the middle of the room. Gets you away from both entrances, see? Gives you time to get 
away from the intruder, you see - and has the added benefit of keeping us nice and toasty because you wil 
not have missed the fact, Mr Gers, that it is a wee bit on the brassic side in here tonight. You up for that, 
then?" 

It was but the work of a moment to push the two narrow beds together, and by the time Janick had 
completed his before-bed routine Nicko had made himself comfortable and had both hands folded under his 
head, grinning up at his friend. 

There was something about that grin-- 

Nah. 

Janick climbed into bed, clicked off the light and turned on his side. 

"Night, Nick." 

Silence. 

Odd. 

The bedclothes rustled, and he felt a warmth against his back 

"Yeah," said the familiar voice, "they were good, the old days. | mean, it's not like we don't have fun now but 
sometimes it's nice to remember what it used to be like, know what | mean? We've all passed a lot of water 
since then - hal - but when you gets to thinkin'--" 


"Nicko..." 


A rumbling chuckle, and Janick ground his teeth as Nicko settled himself more firmly into his back, nuzzling the 


back of his neck. 


"You never did anything like this, then? Cor. And there was me thinking you'd been around the block a time or 
two." 


Janick fought the urge to turn over. The way that Nicko had arranged himself, if he turned over he would be 
rolling right into his arms, and that would be... 


Not what he wanted. 
Especially bearing in mind that, from what he could feel, the drummer was stark bollock naked. 


Janick began to sweat. 


~ Ke 


H groaned as he and Dave dumped their bags on the bed. 
The bed. Singular. 
Blimey," said Dave, and eyed his friend, "it really is like the old days, innit?" 


"Hmm," agreed Adrian, sitting down on the edge of the bed to watch Dave rummage in his bag for his 
toothbrush. Scratching his chin, he smiled to himself as he cast his mind back to the heady days of some of 
the earlier tours; Bruce and Steve hadn't been the only ones taking the tension on stage back to the hotel. In 
fact, there was a bloody good reason that their guitar sound had been so tight, so together; they'd known 
each other better than they'd known themselves, in those days. 


He wondered if Dave fancied a quick trip down memory lane, and headed for the bathroom with a chuckle. 


~ Ke 


"So which side do you want, then?" asked Steve, voice cheerful. Bruce let out a long, grateful sigh, two beds. 
They might be singles, they might be uncomfortable but at least there was to be several feet of separation 
between his body and Steve's. 


"Doesn't matter to me," he said with a shrug, and dug through his bag to find his toothbrush. When he looked 
up, it was to meet that darkly intense gaze; Steve was sitting on his bed, elbows on his knees, thumbs tapping 
together and some expression on his face that Bruce really, really didn't want to think about. He snorted, 
turned to go to the bathroom but he could feel those eyes boring holes in the back of his head, he got as far 
as the bathroom door, bashed his head - gently - against the frame then turned around and glared. 


"What?" 

His friend glanced over his shoulder, and the smile that ghosted across his face bore a wistful trace. 

"It used to be fun, didn't it?" 

Bruce scowled. "Yes it did - but that was a long time ago, Steve, and you know it. We're--" 

"Different people, yeah, | know," Steve finished the sentence for him, then dug through his own bag for his 
stuff. With an exasperated hiss through his teeth Bruce finished his before bed routine, stripped to his shorts 
and dived into the bed nearest the window. Maybe if he feigned sleep quick enough-- 

The light clicked off, he heard Steve shift and fidget, then silence. He relaxed, and sleep began to creep up on 
him - they'd get a few hour's decent kip, the fog would clear and they'd be on their way, all this no more than 
a bad memory.. 

"Do you ever miss it?" 

„or not. 

Bruce pulled the sheets up around his ears, ground his teeth and tried to ignore the voice in the darkness. The 
trouble was that his body could hear it and yeah, that sure as hell missed the attention. Fuck! Parts of him 
were trying to get his attention, supplying their own memories of the past, memories he really wished would 
just shut up and go to sleep. 

"Bruce?" 

No I dont. Shut up and go to sleep. 

"| mean, we used to do it quite a lot, didn't we? It's weird, | didn't think | would ever miss it" 

Steve scratched his balls and stared at the darkened ceiling. He couldn't help it; he was just feeling 
contemplative and a little nostalgic. All the talk from earlier had worked its way into his brain, and he just 
wondered-- 

Please, please, be quiet. Im starting fo sweat over here. 

"Bruce?" 


Funny that Bruce hadn't answered - you couldn't shut him up usually. 


Oh Christ. | am not horny, | am not horny. Honest. 


"Come on, answer the question, do you ever miss it?" 
Not Horny. Memory under control Shut up before I kill you 
"Bruce?" 

Maybe something was wrong? 


Sheets slapped back, bedsprings squeaked and before he could sit up to ask what the violent noises across the 
room meant Steve was pressed back into his pillows, a mouth fastened over his and a tongue delved into him, 
plundered his mouth, drew from him a response he thought he wasn't even capable of anymore. But then, that 
muscular thigh that rubbed against his balls had always managed to drive him wild, hadn't it? And although 
they were both a different shape these days - age tended to do that to you, he'd found - there was stil 
those blocks of hard muscle under his hands, that strong back that shoved those hips against him and Christ, 


but the arse was as hard as ever. 


Not to mention that the kiss was as powerful and as sweet as it had ever been. And it swept him away again, 
pushed back the years and they were in their twenties once more, their bodies slickening with sweat while 
they writhed and grabbed, cocks so hard that it felt as though they'd never be anything else. Their breaths 


rasped harsh on wet skin, and no time had passed at all. 


~ Ke 


"Nicko, | really don't think--" 


No reply that Janick could make out, just that big face nuzzling under his hair and on the back of his neck, the 
breath warm and somewhat minty from toothpaste. Nibbles and licks and - fuck! - he could feel his prick 
responding to the stimulation. God only knew where Nick had learned to do this but bloody hell he was good at 
it. Just one minor problem - Janick didn't want to be hard and needy, he just wanted to sleep and even if he 


had wanted a fuck his partner of choice would most certainly not be Nicko. Not that he didn't like Nicko, but - 


Another lick, a wet curl over his ear and he lost it, arched his head back and swore between his teeth. 


"See, it's always nicer if someone else does it for you, innit?" growled a voice that bore more than a trace of 


amused lust. 
Bastard, thought Janick. 


"So, see, if you turns over we can have a rice little session and then we can sleep, see? Perfectly reasonable 


and nobody needs be any the wiser - besides which, | recognised that look in our Davey's eye, oh yes | did. | 


bet he and H are at it right now, and as for ‘Arry, well--" 
Janick rolled over and shoved his face into Nicko's. 
"Shut up," he snarled, and Nicko just grinned at him. 


Then ran his fingers through his hair, cupped the back of his head, and blew his mind with the hottest, 
deepest kiss Janick had ever had. 


~ Ke 


Davey, on his knees between H's thighs, grinned around the hard cock in his mouth and pushed his face down. H 
swore, bucked his hips, clutched his fingers in the smooth blonde strands of his friend's hair; there were some 
things, it seemed, that you never forgot how to do. 


~ Ke 


Somehow they were both naked now, and their skin was streaked with sweat and the sticky residue of 
precome; Steve had forced his way on top, and rubbed his cock against Bruce's even as he groaned into his 
mouth, the sound swallowed by all the passion of the trim, tight form beneath him. 


"You never answered my question," he muttered when they broke the kiss to pant into each other's shoulders, 


trembling with the force of the lust rocketing through their bodies, "do you miss it?" 
Bruce buried his hands in auburn curls and dragged Steve's face across until they were nose to nose. 


"Shut up Harris," he snarled, and there was a mixture of anger, amusement and lust in the normally calm hazel 


eyes, “and fuck me!" 
That'll be yes, then, though Steve with some satisfaction before the sensations carried him away once more. 


Ae 


It would never have occurred to Janick before now that those big, capable hands would be so damn good at 
cupping and cradling their two cocks together. Bucking, cursing and damn near fighting each other they writhed 
their way to completion, the shots of wet heat splashing across their bodies to fill the room with the musky 
odour of sex and sweat and drummer. Janick bit down on the shoulder in front of him, and couldn't help but 


grin at the yelp that rang round the room. 


Even so, he was pretty sure that Nicko had forgiven him when he shoved him over on to his back, and lapped 


his way across his chest until he was clean. It had been an interesting evening, and no mistake... 


The last thought that chased him down into the dark was a sense of wonder that all this had gone on for so 
long and nobody had seemed to have the faintest clue. 


Nicko watched Janick's eyes drift shut, curled himself into his side, and listened to the old, familiar sounds of 


Bruce and Steve fucking each other into next week - and smiled. 


~ Ke 


Dave and H collapsed across each other, their puffs of exhaustion sprinkled with laughter. They curled up 
together and just lay close for a while, lost in a combination of memory and afterglow. Eventually Davey 


stirred, his sleepy voice fond. 
"You are a fat bastard these days, H" 
"Fuck you, Murray." 


"Maybe tomorrow," murmured Dave into the broad chest that cradled him so comfortably, and with a gentle 


snort of amusement the two men drifted off into a deep, peaceful sleep. 


Ae 


He was as tight as he'd ever been, even if the screams were pitched a little lower than they had been back in 
the day. Steve thrust hard, too wound up to take it slow; from the way Bruce bucked under him and squeezed 
him with those powerful thighs he didn't want slow and easy Tonight either. 


They crashed together, their bodies falling into the old dance for dominance that had once ruled their lives; 
Bruce's hair was harder to get a grip on now, and they laughed into each other's mouths as Steve fought for 
a hold. 

"You're a bastard, Bruce." 

"And you're - ah! - not?" 

Steve hitched Bruce's thigh a little higher up his side, changing the angle so that the smaller man under him 
was scrabbling against his skin, frantic and mewling with the force of the brutal stimulation against him, inside 


him, over and through and again and again-- 


They fucked each other harder, reached a plateau of savage pleasure that had their cries ringing down the 


corridor and waking patrons on their floor and the next; Bruce arched his back and screamed, every tendon in 


his throat standing proud as he gasped for breath. 

Steve followed him a bare second later, his own rasping breaths muffled in the skin of Bruce's throat when he 
grabbed it between his teeth, thick, hot pants across sweat wet skin sending shudders through their joined 
bodies. They held like that, still clung tight to each other, for a heartbeat, another, until with a whine of 


escaping air they collapsed across the narrow bed. 


Sweat cooled on exposed skin, and finally Bruce whispered a chuckle before he stroked a strand of auburn back 


from Steve's face. 

"I figured out the answer to your question, Harris." 

Eyes black with spent passion rolled up to meet his, and a single eyebrow arched. 
"Not at all, no." 


The eyebrows scrunched together, then the wicked sparkle flashed between both men and Steve began to 
shake with laughter. 


"You're a liar, Dickinson," he muttered as they arranged their bodies into a curl of limbs that was almost 


comfortable. Bruce gave a soft snort into Steve's hair, and pulled him into his arms. 

"Well. Maybe | do - sometimes," he replied, and the smile he directed into the darkness was serene. Memories 
were all very nice, but he didn't miss the fierce competition that had driven them to such heights of passion 
in the past. Now, though? 


At least there was no spandex involved any more. 


Before long, only snores could be heard wending their way down the tatty corridors of the little hotel in the 


middle of nowhere, and the sense of satisfaction and contentment that followed them. 

~ Kew 
Dave paced, blue eyes flicking across every doorway, every window. Any second now one of the band was going 
to explode through one of those doors, and he was going to be right in the line of fire. 


Make sure they get on the plane, Dave. Once this fog lifts they're going to be here and they need to be away 


- so make sure everything's ready, right? 


And then the rest of the crew had buggered off, leaving him here to pace, bite his nails, smoke, worry, and 


wait. 


Not only had the flight had to be cancelled due to the weather, but he'd discovered - to his horror - that 
they'd been stuffed into some bumfuck little hotel down the road. No star, and they'd had to share rooms. 
They weren't just going to be pissed when they got here, they were going to be incandescent with rage. 

And he was going to be the one they pointed it at. 

Long legs measured the room a little faster, and he began to wonder why he'd ever thought working with Iron 
Maiden's management was a good idea. They were going to kill him, slowly and with relish. No, they were going 
to maim him and then they were going to kill him. And then write rude things on his headstone like - Here lies 
Dave Pattenden, Wanker Of This Parish. 

"Morning Dave," said a cheerful voice, and the tall man leaped and squeaked with surprise. 

"What's with him?" asked another voice, and Steve cocked an eyebrow at Bruce in query. Bruce shrugged. 
"Fuck knows. Plane ready?" 

Dave just pointed, speechless, and blinked when Steve patted his arm with a smile when he walked past him. 
Davey and H came next, both greeting him cheerfully, Nicko and Janick appeared to be sharing some private 
joke, and he winced when Nicko's arm-punch of greeting was delivered with enough exuberance to almost knock 
him over. 

He was still staring at them when the little man who'd been manning the desk hurried up to usher him out. 
"Are you all right? Only if you do not hurry you will miss the flight.” 

"Ah--" 


He gave up, flung his arms in the air and shambled across to where Nicko was leaning out of the door of the 


plane and waving at him, great voice roaring something that was lost in the din from the engines. 


Some days, he thought, life was so confusing that you just had to run with it and hope for the best. But since 
they were all in such good moods, perhaps he could get them telling stories from the past.. 


~afin~~ 


